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That father like, thou fende
My daughter deare from fcathe,
And (fmce I counte al leafure long)
Returne hir to me rathe.

And thou my Phylomene,
(Quoth he) come foone againe,
Thy fillers abfence puts thy fyre,
To too much pnuie paine.

Herewith he kifl hir cheeke,

And fent a fecond kiffe

For Prognes part, and (bathde with teares)

His daughter doth he bliffe.

And tooke the Thracyans hand
For token of his truth,
Who rather laught his teares to fcorn,
Than wept with him for ruth.

The fayles are fully fpredde,
And winds did feme at will,
And forth this traitour king conueies
His praie in prifon Hill

Ne could the Barbrous bloud,
Conceale his filthy fyre,
Hey: Viffiorie (quoth he) my fhippe
Is fraught with my defire.

Wherewith he fixt his eyes,
Vppon hir fearefull face,
And fLil behelde hir geflures all,
And all hir gleames of grace.

Ne could he loke a fide,

But like the cruel catte

Which gloating cafteth many a glance

Vpon the felly ratte.